HERBERT TREE-MY ERIEND
BY C. HADDON CHAMBERS

IT was in 1887 that I first met Herbert Tree. I was then writing
magazine stories for a livelihood, and had made only one or
two timid adventures into the dramatic field, I knew Tree but
very slightly, and when I met and was stopped by him one day
in Panton Street I was not unimpressed, for he was already in
management at the Comedy Theatre, and the world of London
was not unaware of his potentialities. After the conventional
greetings, he said: " Have you ever thought of writing a play
for me ? " Frankly I hadn't, not even in my wildest day-dreams.
To this day I don't know if he was serious, but to doubt it at
the moment I felt would be poor policy. " No, but I will,1' I
said, and we parted. I went home to my rooms over a milk-
shop in Bayswater, aflame with ambition for the first time in
my life. In four months I had completed my task as represented
by " Captain Swift, a New and Original Play in Four Acts/*

In the meanwhile Tree had left the Comedy Theatre, and
his long and brilliant management of the Haymarket had begun.
I duly carried my manuscript to Mm, and am unable to remember
if he expressed his surprise, or, as I had hoped, his overwhelming
joy. He promised a reading, however, and I discreetly retired
to my suburb from a sanctum which had, apparently, already
become the shelter of grave interests. Three months later I
was given my hearing to Tree alone at the Haymarket Theatre.
Probably my methods of reading have improved since those
days, for by the time I reached the end of Act II our managerial
hero was aweary, and retired from the unequal contest in favour
of the Leicester Square Turkish baths. I had not ridden after
recalcitrant cattle in the Australian wilds fruitlessly, however,
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